
  
    [image: The Hyperspace Heist]
  


  
    
      THE HYPERSPACE HEIST

      
        RUM RUNNER

        BOOK 1

      

    

    
      
        ROBIN KNIGHT

      

    

  


  
    
      The Hyperspace Heist: Rum Runner Book One

      © 2026 Robin Knight

      All rights reserved.

      Previously published under the pen name Jools Verne.

      No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means — electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise — without prior written permission from the publisher, except for brief quotations used in reviews or critical articles.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, organizations, and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

      This book is intended for a mature audience. It contains adult themes and content.

      First edition.

      Manufactured in USA.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HEY GAY ADVENTURE LOVERS…

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Don’t miss this Gay Make-Your-Move Mystery, Choose-Your-Adventure, Decide-Your-Destiny with 39 Possible Endings!

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: Tomb of the Sun God]
          
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        
          I. THE BLACK HALO

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

        

      

      
        
          II. THE HYPERSPACE HEIST

        

        
          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

        

      

      
        
          III. A SUPREME GIFT

        

        
          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Chapter 20

          

          
            Chapter 21

          

        

      

      
        
          IV. DELTA LUX

        

        
          
            Chapter 22

          

          
            Chapter 23

          

          
            Chapter 24

          

          
            Chapter 25

          

          
            Chapter 26

          

        

      

      
        
          V. ORION PRIME

        

        
          
            Chapter 27

          

          
            Chapter 28

          

          
            Chapter 29

          

          
            Chapter 30

          

          
            Chapter 31

          

          
            Chapter 32

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Hey Monster Romance Lovers…

      

    

    

  


  
    
      THE HYPERSPACE HEIST

      
        RUM RUNNER

        BOOK 1

      

    

    
      
        ROBIN KNIGHT

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            PART I

          

          
            THE BLACK HALO

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      With a shudder that ran straight through her captain’s bones, The Rum Runner dropped out of slipspace.

      Outside, The Black Halo filled the viewport—a glittering ruin of a space station spinning slow and seductive against the dark. It was a dated, dilapidated piece of space junk, an old colony station drifting above the Outer Limit planet of Vega Dorn.

      Originally named Vega-9, the station was once a thriving gateway, functioning as a transport hub shuttling colonists to the Inner Limit and back. But when a plague wiped out the planet’s inhabitants, the space station was abandoned… which seemed like a pretty good time for entrepreneur and underworld queen Nova Scamp to claim it as her own and turn it into the galaxy’s most infamous casino and brothel. She even changed the name to The Black Halo, because even angels have a dark side.

      It was also a place that Captain Zak Zenith—one of the most wanted smugglers in the universe—called home. At least some of the time.

      He looked at the slowly revolving space station now. Neon bled through cracks in her hull like makeup on a bruise. The closer The Rum Runner drifted, the more the details came into focus: a ring of corroded docking bays patched with scavenged plating, thruster scars that looked like bite marks, a lattice of comms arrays jutting from the station’s spine like broken ribs. Every decade of neglect showed. Every light was a different color and age—pink here, green there, one flashing stutter-blue from a century-old sign that still read Welcome Colonists. Someone had spray-painted over the last word in crude red letters: Degenerates.

      Below the main ring, fuel barges and pleasure yachts drifted on tethers. From a distance it might have looked like debris. Up close it was life—vendors hawking from pressurized shuttles, escort drones gliding between airlocks, a dozen species spilling credits and vice into the void. The whole station pulsed to the beat of the lawless and the lucky, pounding like a heart wired for crime and chance.

      Zak leaned forward, forearm resting on the console, grin cutting across his face. “Home sweet hellhole,” he muttered.

      Inside the cockpit of The Rum Runner, the voice of the ship’s computer, Edna-8, crackled over the comm, dry as ever. “Docking control requests your manifest, Captain Zenith. I assume we’re lying again?”

      “Of course we’re lying,” Zak said. “That’s half the fun.”

      “Noted. Initiating plausible deniability response now.”

      He smirked, watching the station fill the viewport until it felt close enough to touch. The Black Halo was a wreck, but it was his wreck—a crooked paradise spinning above a dead world, the only place in the galaxy where he could drink, gamble, and dodge a bounty all in one night.

      “Approaching vector stable,” Edna-8 cooed through the speakers. “Welcome back to moral compromise, ‘Oh Captain my Captain.’”

      “Sarcasm noted,” Zak chuckled, pushing a lock of chestnut hair off his forehead. The cabin light caught the faint sheen of sweat across his tan skin, the perspiration slightly matting the hair-covered pecs under his open flight vest. “Plot us a berth with a view, sweetheart. But nowhere too conspicuous. Someplace where all the bad decisions I’m about to make can slide by unnoticed.”

      Behind him, Zak’s co-pilot Rathe Voss gave an amused humph. “Nothing you ever do goes unnoticed, Zak. You’re just lucky it goes unjudged, that’s all.”

      Zak turned in his chair and gave a wink. “It’s all about the company you keep, right, Rathe?”

      Rathe Voss still looked half-built for war—dark hair streaked with gray, burn scars tracing one side of his face like molten glass. His open flight jacket was scorched at the collar, a torn gray undershirt beneath showing the ghost of a tattoo on his chest he’d tried to burn away. One eye was clouded, the other sharp as cut steel. Everything about him—his posture, his silence, the mismatch of his gloves—said ex-soldier trying to pass for something else, and not quite pulling it off.

      “Sure as hell been a while since we docked somewhere this side of respectable,” Rathe muttered, scanning the nav readouts.

      Zak grinned. “You gotta admit, ‘respectable’ never did much for either of us anyway. Hell, you and me been doing this so long, I can’t remember which came first… being a pilot or being a crook. How long have we been flying The Runner now?”

      “Three years,” Rathe said. “Which means we’ve survived longer together than most world orders last these days.”

      “See?” Zak said, flashing that dangerous grin. “We’re practically an institution. Two lifelong scoundrels with the best damn survival rate in the quadrant.”

      Rathe smirked. “If by ‘best’ you mean ‘unexplained,’ sure. But one day it’s gonna catch up with us. You know that, right?”

      “Hey, if we dodge enough laser fire, you and me might just live forever.”

      Rathe shot him a dubious look. “Nobody lives forever, my friend.”

      “Damn worth giving it a try, though.” Zak waggled an eyebrow. He reached for the manual throttle to guide the ship into dock. “In the meantime, I’m just about ready to live like there’s no tomorrow. No offense, but after a week cooped up with you, my priorities right now are pretty simple—drink, dick, and maybe food if I remember it exists.”

      “What about our next job?” Rathe asked.

      That was new. Rathe never worried about jobs. He worried about payouts and where his next whiskey was coming from, but he never worried about making a rendezvous or organizing the next run. That was Zak’s gig.

      “Geez, don’t kill my vibe, Rathe. I’m horny as hell right now, and unless you wanna drop to your knees and start sucking, I’m gonna have to find some other hot piece of space ass at the bar willing to open his parched lips and spread his legs wide. That’s job number one.”

      “What about the rendezvous? Aren’t you supposed to meet someone for instructions on the next run? That’s what we do, remember? We’re runners. Hence the name of this piece of junk.”

      “I can hear you!” Edna-8 barked in a voice so full of gravel you’d think the ship smoked a pack a day. “I’m right here, you know. I’m always here! And if you don’t want me to crash The Rum Runner into the side of the station and tear a breach in the hull that’ll suck you out into deep space faster than you can shit your pants, I’d watch my mouth if I were you.”

      Zak laughed. “Oh, Edna, baby, he didn’t mean a word of it. We love you, you know that.” He kissed his hand and laid it on the flight console.

      Edna-8 hummed. “Flattery will get you nowhere with me. Save it for whatever Prince Charming you’re expecting to find in this galactic dive. In the meantime, you might want to know the docking arms are now extended. Contact in ten, nine, eight…”

      The Black Halo’s docking bay doors spiraled open, and The Rum Runner slid inside with a low moan of its engines. The docking arms of the ship slid into place on the landing bay, and the clamps locked with a thud.

      Zak stood, stretching—tall, muscular, creaking every bone and flexing every muscle he intended to use in the next hour.

      “Coming?” he asked Rathe, who hadn’t moved yet.

      “In a bit.”

      The pause lingered. Rathe looked… distant. His hand brushed the blaster on his thigh, the scarred skin along his knuckles flexing, then fell away. Zak noticed but didn’t push. Not yet.

      “Suit yourself,” he said. “I’ll go find our contact soon, but hopefully there’s a warm welcome waiting for me at the bar first.”

      He stepped down the ramp into the humid, electric haze of The Black Halo.
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      The station was a cathedral of chaos. Smoke curled in neon spirals. The air smelled of oil, sweat, and perfume so cheap you could fuel a ship with it. Dancers in holo-mesh twirled weightless above tables. Gambling chips and dice clattered like teeth at the frayed roulette tables. Somewhere a jazz band played a song from another galaxy, another century… Cole Porter maybe… who would most certainly be rolling in his grave if he heard it. In the ceiling, the lights flickered every time the station’s generator hiccupped, the station vents occasionally blowing fumes from the exhaust silo before the air kicked back in, while the floor rumbled every time a freighter pushed its way into dock.

      It was the sort of place that made sin feel like currency.

      Zak adjusted his open-zipped vest and sauntered into the crowd. Heads turned. They always did. He was all swagger and trouble—eyes that promised mischief, muscles yearning to wrap themselves around the nearest trade, and the kind of grin that got him punched and kissed in equal measure.

      “Zenith,” a voice called from above. “You still owe me for the last riot.”

      Nova Scamp lounged on the mezzanine like a queen, ageless and outrageous—her skin the deep, lustrous green of polished emeralds, her silver hair coiled high, scars crossing her collarbone like jewelry, dress slit high enough on both sides to weaponize her thighs.

      “Nova, you gorgeous galactic diva,” Zak said, taking the stairs two at a time to reach her. “Have you missed me? Go ahead, tell me how much you love me.”

      “About as much as a migraine in a meteor storm.” She kissed both his cheeks and probably stole something off him in the process. “You smell like bad ideas and strong liquor.”

      “Occupational hazard.”

      She handed him a drink without asking what he wanted. It shimmered violet in the glass, faintly radioactive. “You’re early for your meeting,” she said.

      “I was hoping to let off a little steam first.” He leaned on the rail beside her and let his gaze sweep the floor. The bodies, the noise, the flickering light—it was like a blast of oxygen to Zak. Then he saw him. “And whaddaya know… I think I just found the man to turn my valve.”

      At the bar stood a young man in his mid-twenties, short black hair tousled into something that didn’t know the meaning of obedience. He had broad shoulders, a lean waist, skin like golden dust.

      He wore a black sleeveless wraparound tunic that looked poured onto him—deep V-neck plunging all the way to the navel, his tanned shoulders and muscled arms bulging out on either side, and nothing but a thick silver belt holding it all together.

      The man’s mouth curved when he caught Zak watching, his return gaze casual and daring all at once.

      Zak felt his aching cock begin to throb. He wanted to rub it, to knead it with his palm for all the bar to see, just for the relief. But damn it, he was so horny right now, he was afraid if he touched his crotch, he’d blow his load there and then.

      Nova followed his line of sight, saw the young man opposite, and rolled her eyes. “You have forty-five minutes until your appointment. One-hour beds are half-price until the next raid.”

      Zak drained his drink. “Somehow I don’t think this will take that long.”

      He moved through the crowd like gravity was his accomplice. Up close, the guy was even hotter—lashes too long, smirk too certain, a faint sheen of sweat across his chest where his buttonless shirt begged to be ripped open.

      “Name?” Zak asked.

      “Lido,” the man said, accent light and musical. “Yours?”

      “None of your damn business.”

      Lido grinned. “It’s gonna be like that, is it?”

      “Oh yeah. Fuck, yeah.”

      They shared a look that decided things.

      The bartender slid a key fob across the counter, its holo light flashing red: One Hour. No Refunds.

      “Room G-23,” the bartender said. “The sheets are clean… ish. That mystery stain ain’t never coming out. There are two clean towels on the dresser. Try not to break the furniture, it’s sentimental.”
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      The second they stepped inside the room, Zak slammed the button on the panel and the metal door hissed shut behind them.

      The room was dark, barely furnished, and smelled of cum, sweat, and metal. There were no pillows on the bed, and the sheets looked like they had been washed with so much bleach even the white was starting to disappear… except for the dark purple stain in one corner.

      “What even is that?” Lido asked, more curious than disgusted.

      “It’s a distraction from more important things,” Zak answered bluntly, swiftly pulling open the young man’s shirt to reveal a smooth, muscled torso.

      Within the next ten seconds they tore at each other’s clothes like enemies. When zips snagged and buckles caught, Zak didn’t stop to fix them—he just yanked harder until they gave.

      Boots were kicked across the room.

      Lido’s tunic and Zak’s vest lay where they fell.

      Belts and laser holsters thudded to the floor, until Zak wrenched Lido’s pants down his thick thighs, unleashing a cock as perfect as the man’s face.

      Zak licked his lips without even realizing it before Lido returned the favor, yanking open Zak’s pants to release a thick, vein-strapped shaft of pulsing meat that jutted perpendicular from his pubic hair, then curved upward, pointing at the ceiling.

      “Fuck! That’s some ski jump you got there,” Lido marveled. “What the hell are you launching from that thing?”

      “Why don’t you bend the fuck over and find out?”

      Lido grinned. “Don’t mind if I do.”

      Without a moment’s hesitation, he turned and bent over the end of the bed, legs wide and ass out.

      Zak kicked his ankles out, spreading Lido’s legs farther apart before parting the man’s muscled ass cheeks with both hands.

      He let a pool of spit wet the pink ring that beckoned for him, massaging the saliva into the hole till it was moist and ready.

      Lido groaned. “Fuck me. Fuck me with everything you got.”

      Zak licked his ass-slicked fingers. “I intend to.”

      Wrapping one hand around his impressive girth, Zak guided his curved cock into Lido’s passage, pushing inside as far and as hard as he could, making no apology about it.

      Lido cried out in pleasure and pain, hands on the bed to steady himself, sheets bunched in his fists.

      Zak took the man’s hip in one hand and gripped his hair with the other, squeezing the dark, messy locks and yanking his head back, forcing out another cry.

      As the room filled with groans and grunts, Zak began to pound that ass relentlessly.

      Lido took his own cock in his fist and pumped his length with a frenzied yearning for release.

      The sounds of their fucking grew louder and more desperate, until Zak threw back his head, thrust his hips all the way forward, and held himself there, moaning as he emptied a deluge of cum into Lido’s tight-clenched ass.

      A moment later, Lido pounded the cum out of his own cock, the hot white spools splashing all over the stiff, bleached sheets.

      For a long moment, neither of them moved. Just the sound of panting—rough, uneven, fading.

      Then Zak promptly pulled himself out of Lido’s ass.

      Lido grunted with pain and collapsed onto the bed before rolling onto his back, his cock flushed and still spurting after-cum onto his heaving stomach.

      Zak tossed him a towel. He used the other to mop his own hairy, sweat-slick chest and wipe the cum off his dick. Then he reached for his clothes. No sentimental glances, no words wasted.

      Lido watched him pull on his pants, wrestling his huge, still-hard cock inside before buckling on his belt and holster.

      “You always leave this fast?” he asked. He didn’t sound offended. In fact, he sounded amused.

      Zak smirked without turning. “You always talk this much after?”

      Lido let out a short breath that might’ve been a laugh.

      Zak grabbed his vest, paused at the door just long enough to say, “Maybe we’ll do this again sometime.”

      And then he was gone, the door hissing shut behind him.
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      The small Astral Authority transport slid into The Black Halo’s upper dock with the grace of a blade slipping between ribs. The black hull swallowed light. Nothing on it blinked, not even courtesy beacons. Not a speck of carbon scoring marked its hull. It was all symmetry and polish, a craft of aeronautical perfection sliding into a den of whores and hustlers.

      Wing Commander Caspian Skye stood at parade rest in the cockpit, eyes on the readouts, jaw locked. He carried himself like he was carved from procedure, his white uniform crisp, his broad shoulders square, his blond hair perfectly combed into place, his sculpted form the result of a lifetime of service to the Astral Authority.

      Beside him, his co-pilot, Ensign Taro Holt, leaned back in his seat, tapping a stylus against the console. He was young—too young for the weight of that uniform—but the cut of it still managed to make discipline look dangerous. A stray lock of dark hair kept falling across his brow, and every time he pushed it back in place, Caspian felt a flicker of heat in his belly.

      He knew all too well that fraternizing on missions was strictly prohibited, even punishable by court-martial. But even perfect soldiers like Caspian Skye had to break formation every now and then—just a moment once in a while to dance with danger and remind himself that underneath that cold, rigid uniform was a hot-blooded man with needs of his own.

      “Holy shit,” Taro muttered as he guided the ship into the dock. “The Black Halo’s a dumpster fire. Why the hell would Command bring us here?”

      “We’re not here to question the mission, simply to deliver the Ambassador of Light,” Caspian said, not looking up. “Remember, this is an active operation.”

      “Sure looks active. Whole damn station looks like it’s oozing lube. And I don’t just mean the kind you use to grease a stabilizer shaft.”

      Caspian ignored him, watching the transport’s clamps lock around the dock cleats like a predator’s claws.

      That’s when the hatch to the cockpit opened and Ambassador Strayken entered, flanked by two Guardians in immaculate silver armor.

      Instantly, Caspian and Taro snapped to attention.

      He was somewhere past sixty, tall but spare, with the long, angular frame of a man kept upright by discipline alone. His skin had the washed-out pallor of someone who lived beneath artificial light, and the hair that remained was clipped short and silver, precise as the seams of his uniform.

      That uniform did most of the talking. Cut from pearl-gray cloth stiff enough to keep its own posture, it gleamed faintly in the cabin glow, every line pressed to regulation. The high collar closed at the throat with a clasp of polished chrome; the belt, a wide band of woven synth-fiber, carried a single symbol—the radiant sunburst of the Astral Authority. Gloves of thin white synthetic leather disguised the age of his hands, turning them into flawless instruments of policy. His boots shone like mirrors, reflecting the flight-deck lights in long, liquid streaks.

      Strayken’s face held no warmth, only the faint, permanent squint of a man measuring imperfection. The years had drawn his features tight rather than soft, leaving his mouth a thin rule of composure. When he moved, the fabric barely shifted; when he spoke, his voice carried the smooth authority of a televised sermon.

      It was a uniform, and a man, designed for the same purpose—to erase the human beneath and leave only the office, immaculate and unyielding.

      “Pilots,” Strayken said, his voice level and measured, each word delivered like a clause in scripture. “This is just a brief retrieval. I will be off-ship no longer than an hour, accompanied by my Guardians. You will maintain posture and readiness until my return. Is that clear?”

      “Yes, sir,” Caspian said at once, responding efficiently and obediently.

      Strayken’s presence was a reminder of why he still wore the uniform. The Astral Authority wasn’t an employer; it was a creed—the living reach of the Light itself—one that tolerated no hesitation, no individuality, no flaw. To serve it was to be purified by its order. He obeyed because obedience was survival, and in the Authority’s service, survival was the only form of grace left to earn.

      If it weren’t for his late father—who had served the Authority his entire life—Caspian might have chosen a different path, a different uniform, maybe even a life that belonged to him instead of the regime.

      But duty had a gravity all its own, and Caspian had been born in its orbit.

      Strayken’s gaze swept over both pilots, cold and assessing, as though weighing not their competence but the purity of their conviction—measuring how faithfully they carried the Light in the presence of its envoy.

      “There will be no unauthorized movement of this craft until I return. No leaving the transport. No chatter with the deplorables on this floating cesspit. Understood?”

      “Yes, sir,” Caspian repeated.

      “Good. In the meantime, be prepared for anything.” The ambassador turned, and with a guard on either side, he was gone.

      When the hatch sealed, Taro let out a breath like he’d been holding it for days. “That man creeps the shit out of me.”

      “Watch your tone,” Caspian said automatically. He straightened his already straight hair, his eyes still on the hatch. “He’s one of the Supreme Leader’s most trusted envoys. Speaking ill of the ambassador can land us both in hot water, you hear?”

      “Okay, okay. But he still gives me frostbite just looking at him.”

      Caspian didn’t answer. He flicked a few switches on the console and the transport began to power down. The cockpit visors dimmed until the outside world disappeared.

      Taro’s voice cut through the quiet hum of systems cooling. “So this is what readiness looks like,” he said, leaning back like a man testing boundaries. His fingers tapped a lazy rhythm against the console, his smirk half challenge, half invitation. “If I’m honest, I’d rather be on board that station than sitting here.” He gave a suggestive look, one eyebrow hitched. “Unless you can think of a better way to kill some time.”

      “You heard the ambassador. We need to be prepared for anything.”

      “Do we even know what we’re doing here? Is this some sort of booty call for the ambassador? Sure as hell is the place for it. Off the grid and busting at the seams with sinners and grinners.”

      “I said that’s enough, Ensign! Now wipe that smirk off your goddamn face before I do it for you.”

      Taro hesitated, his look caught between defiance and surprise. “You wouldn’t⁠—”

      Caspian moved before the sentence finished. In two strides, he had Taro pinned back in his chair. “You think discipline’s a joke? You think this ship runs on attitude instead of obedience?”

      Taro’s eyes blinked once, and he snapped into order. “No, sir.”

      For a heartbeat, the world stilled—the dark cockpit, the hum of cooling engines, the faint glow of readouts painting their faces. Caspian could feel his pulse thudding in his throat, could feel the heat rolling off the younger man pinned to his chair. He should have stepped back. He didn’t.

      Instead, he leaned in until the words brushed Taro’s mouth. “Then prove it.”

      Caspian’s breath came rough against the silence. He could feel Taro’s heartbeat where his hand gripped the front of his uniform—steady at first, then quickening to match his own.

      “I said prove it,” he said again, quieter this time, the words more challenge than command.

      Taro didn’t flinch. His gaze locked on Caspian’s, dark and unguarded, and for a moment the mask of rank between them fell away. What was left wasn’t fear or discipline—it was want. Plain, reckless want.

      “Sir,” Taro said, the word coming out low, almost a whisper. “Permission to try.”

      Something in Caspian’s chest stuttered.

      That was all the invitation he needed. “Permission granted.”

      Caspian released his grip on the ensign’s uniform and took one step back.

      Taro slid out of his chair and landed on his knees, directly in front of his wing commander.

      Caspian’s pulse thudded in his ears. The sight of Taro on his knees stole the air from his lungs.

      The young ensign looked up, jaw set, eyes blazing with intent—no hesitation, no confusion about what he was offering.

      “Keep your eyes on me,” Caspian said, the words rougher than he meant them to be.

      Taro obeyed. His hands came up, steady, reverent, tracing the line of Caspian’s inner thighs before squeezing the now-huge bulge that pulsed inside Caspian’s tight white uniform.

      Caspian’s breath shuddered, one hand falling on Taro’s shoulder and gripping it tight as he did everything he could not to come right then and there in his pants.

      Taro grinned, eyes still locked on the wing commander’s fluttering gaze.

      With an assured touch, the ensign unfastened the buckle on Caspian’s belt, found the zip on his pants, and swiftly unleashed the dick yearning to be freed.

      Caspian’s cock was a colossal specimen of manhood, thick and roped with veins, the head bulbous and already seeping a glistening string of pre-cum.

      Taro took the base of the shaft in one hand and wrapped his lips around the head, forcing a moan of ecstasy from his superior officer. The ensign was both taking orders and the one in control, and it was more than evident that he was relishing the thrill.

      He took Caspian all the way into his mouth, opening as wide as he could, his tongue dancing over the contours of the meaty cock while the head of it pressed against the back of his throat.

      With his other hand, Taro unzipped his own pants and released his aching young dick.

      He began stroking it hard while sliding Caspian’s cock in and out of his mouth, faster and faster, sucking intensely and sending ripples of delight through the wing commander.

      Within seconds, Caspian’s composure splintered altogether. With his free hand, he had to lean on the console, knuckles whitening, while his other hand tightened its grip on Taro’s shoulder.

      Caspian tried to speak, to tell the kid to stop, or keep going, or something—anything—but all that came out was a low, broken sound that turned into desperate gasps until⁠—

      The wing commander launched a hot surge of cum, and Taro gulped it down, swallowing hard and fast as Caspian drained his manhood into the young ensign.

      He was barely done spilling his seed when Caspian clenched the shoulder of Taro’s uniform and pulled him back, his saliva-slicked cock sliding out of Taro’s mouth. In one swift motion, Caspian yanked Taro to his feet, then dropped to his own knees.

      He jerked Taro’s hand off his cock and took it in his own fist.

      The ensign was close to coming, jewels of delight already spitting from his slit. Caspian was desperate to quench his thirst.

      He didn’t have to wait long.

      The moment he took the ensign’s dick in his mouth, the kid blew his load, sending a flood of cum down the wing commander’s throat.

      Caspian sucked and gulped and drank the salty-sweet juice, listening to the helpless cries of bliss escape the young co-pilot.

      As the last of Taro’s seed emptied into Caspian, the wing commander slid the ensign’s dick from his mouth and licked the final drops of cum from its slit.

      He stood and sighed, the two pilots panting and spent, their waning cocks brushing against each other before Caspian tucked his semi-hard dick into his uniform, then delicately slid Taro’s cock back into his pants too.

      “At ease now, Ensign.”

      Taro smiled. “Aye, aye, sir.”
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      Juno Rogue hated The Black Halo the way a surgeon hates a filthy scalpel—professionally, but with feeling.

      The place reeked of oil, sweat, ozone, and desperation. And then there was the damn fucking exhaust silo that every now and then—when the core generator skipped a heartbeat—pumped fumes into the ventilation system instead of oxygen. Juno was convinced that was the reason half the derelicts on The Black Halo were high most of the time.

      And yet there was no place in the cosmos where Juno couldn’t at least act like he belonged. Hell, that was how any good assassin made their money.

      He walked through the casino concourse now like he owned the damn place. Heads turned. They always did.

      His hot pink hair—today was hot pink—made it impossible not to stare. His metallic-silver trousers were cut to advertise trouble, while his muscled bronze torso was lit by the flicker of broken neon.

      He wasn’t built like a thug. He was built to be seen—every line sculpted, every move calculated to draw the eye while concealing intent. Neo Tokyo had trained him in the old disciplines, but he’d traded stealth for spectacle, turning silence into performance. Beneath the easy grin and the silver shine, there was still a blade’s edge.

      Nobody expects a killer to shine this bright.

      While most assassins hid in shadows, Juno Rogue hid in plain fucking sight.

      He moved through the crowd with unhurried confidence, hips loose, eyes always scanning. A few gamblers nudged each other as he passed.

      “Who the hell’s that?” one asked.

      “The entertainment,” the other muttered.

      Juno didn’t bother correcting them. Let them think what they liked; it was easier to kill people who underestimated you.

      The job details scrolled across his ocular lens, ghosting the edges of his vision:

      Target: Zak Zenith

      Client: Astral Authority

      Backup: Rathe Voss

      Payment: obscene

      He’d done work for the Authority before, and it always came with the same aftertaste—too much money for too little truth. When they paid this well, it wasn’t a job; it was a cover-up.

      He inhaled softly. “Some days I seriously question my career choices.”

      At that moment, a hot young waiter glided by with a tray of fluorescent drinks. “Nice hair,” he said with a grin and a wink. “Does it match the carpet?”

      “I wish I had time for you to find out,” Juno said, sidling up to the waiter so close his crotch nudged the waiter’s hips. “Unfortunately, I’m here to see someone else. You know where I can find Tarek Rai?”

      “You like trouble, huh?”

      “I live for the stuff.”

      “Why doesn’t that surprise me? He’s in maintenance. Seventeen-B. Maybe once you’re done there, you’ll come back for a drink?”

      “I would if I could, but I have a feeling I’ll be making a quick getaway today.”

      “I bet you say that to all the boys.”

      Juno winked, then turned and vanished amid the flickering neon lights.
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      The service decks of The Black Halo were worse than the upper decks—pipes sweating condensation, the air humming with power feeds.

      Juno stopped outside a rust-stained door marked MAINT 17-B and knocked twice.

      It slid open and a familiar face appeared. Tarek Rai leaned against the frame with the kind of easy arrogance that came from surviving The Black Halo too long. Fox-eyed, sharp-jawed, and shirtless, he was all muscle and lazy grace, his dark hair streaked with the faint sheen of engine oil. The blue light from the corridor picked out the sweat on his bare chest and the glint of the rings in his ear. His grin was pure sin wrapped in stubble. His greasy cargo pants hung so low on his hips his pubic hair was on show, and Juno could almost see the trunk of his shaft stemming from that thick thatch of black hair.

      “You’re late, Rogue.”

      “I’m keeping you on your toes,” Juno said.

      “Funny, I thought you were here to sweep me off my feet.”

      “If you’re lucky. Do you have the information?”

      Tarek folded his arms. “You bring credits?”

      “Always.” Juno held up a small pouch. Tarek made a grab for it, but Juno yanked it out of reach. “Uh-uh. Not until I know the intel pans out. So are you gonna ask me in or what?”

      Tarek laughed under his breath. “Still a cocky bastard.”

      “Consistency is a virtue.”

      Juno followed Tarek inside, and the door whooshed shut.
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      The room was both workshop and sleeping quarters, a place that clearly belonged to a man who had survived The Black Halo for way too long. On one side, the walls were lined with racks of tools and half-dismantled parts—plasma welders, cracked conduits, a humming coolant line bleeding faint blue light across the floor. The air carried the iron bite of oil and exhaust, undercut by the low thrum of power feeds buried in the walls.

      The other side looked more like a cell than someone’s living quarters. A narrow bunk smelled of sweat and cheap cologne. A single jacket hung from a pipe overhead. An open bottle glimmered on the crate that passed for a nightstand, next to a miraj pipe with violet smoke still lingering in its glass orb.

      “I see you’ve redecorated,” Juno said sarcastically.

      “Smartass,” Tarek said, stepping close, one hand instantly finding Juno’s crotch and rubbing hard against it. “So what’ll it be first, Rogue? Business or pleasure?”

      Juno’s cock hardened instantly, straining against the silver sheen of his skin-tight pants, leaving nothing to the imagination. He smirked. “What do you think?”

      Tarek leaned in close, his stubble rasping against Juno’s jaw. “I think you want my dick inside you. Is that what you want? You want me inside you? You want the thrill before the kill?”

      Juno’s eyelids fluttered at the smell of Tarek and all his chaos. “You know I do.”

      With one swift movement, Tarek shoved the cargo pants off his hips, his huge cock springing free and slapping against his muscled abs.

      In the next moment, Tarek took Juno by the hips and spun him around.

      Juno already had his belt unclasped, just in time for Tarek to yank his silver pants down from behind, revealing the perfect moons of the assassin’s muscled ass cheeks, tanned and taut and ready to be parted.

      Tarek dropped to his knees and buried his face in Juno’s ass.

      As he licked at Juno’s hole with desperate pleasure, Juno slid the front of his pants down, releasing a cock that was long, hard, and perfect.

      He stroked it with one hand, feeling the pleasure from both front and back, before Tarek climbed back to his feet and roughly tugged Juno over to the bed, pushing him face-down onto a mess of sheets.

      Juno still gripped his dick with one hand and now began stroking it against the bundled sheets.

      Kneeling over him from behind, Tarek nudged the head of his cock between Juno’s ass cheeks.

      Juno bit his bottom lip, ready and eager for what was to come next.

      With a thrust of his hips, Tarek plunged his thick cock into Juno’s yearning ass.

      Juno gasped, holding back the cry of pleasure and pain as Tarek thrust himself inside him again and again, faster and faster.

      Tarek grunted with each plunge of his cock.

      Juno’s fist pounded his own dick, his nostrils flaring as he inhaled the intoxicating scent of the sweat-stenched sheets.

      “I’m coming. I’m—” Tarek abandoned words and let out a cry instead, slamming his hips hard against Juno’s ass with one final thrust, holding him firmly in place as his hot seed gushed into the assassin, filling him with ecstasy.

      Juno threw his head back as the heat filled him.

      He thumped his own dick even harder, desperate to release himself into Tarek’s bunched-up sheets, leaving his own scent on the bed.

      But Tarek was not done yet.

      Sliding his dick from Juno’s ass, he roughly turned the assassin over so that Juno was now on his back, facing him.

      With a lick of his lips, Tarek grinned, then lowered his head and took Juno’s aching cock in his mouth.

      He took the long, handsome dick all the way in, then began sliding his mouth up and down Juno’s shaft, sucking as hard as he could.

      This time Juno let out a cry, then hitched his breath as a deluge of cum escaped his dick, gushing down Tarek’s gulping throat and filling his belly.

      Juno’s body shuddered with pleasure as the last of his seed emptied into Tarek.

      With a grin, Tarek slipped Juno’s cock from his mouth, licking the cum from his lips.

      Juno’s chest heaved as he slowly caught his breath, looking down the length of his muscled torso as Tarek licked the length of his waning cock.

      “Who’d have thought someone with a heart of ice could taste so sweet,” Tarek smirked.

      Juno raised an eyebrow. “What can I say? I’m good at multitasking. Speaking of which, it’s time to get down to business.”

      He planted one foot against Tarek’s shoulder and shoved him off, then pulled himself off the bed, tucked his still-hard cock into his silver pants, and buckled himself up.

      Reluctantly, Tarek pulled on his cargo pants—although they still hung as low as ever—and pulled two stools up to his workbench, one for him, one for Juno.

      Tarek flipped a switch on the workbench console and a holo-screen appeared, blooming with records—dock manifests, grainy cam stills, a ship tag: Auralynx.

      “That’s purely for the Astral Authority’s benefit. Everyone on The Black Halo knows the Auralynx is actually The Rum Runner. Now there’s a ship that needs no introduction.”

      He tapped a face on the screen into focus. “Meet your mark. Zak Zenith. Captain of The Rum Runner. Former Authority pilot turned independent hauler. The AA blacklisted him three cycles ago for running side cargo off sanctioned routes. Problem is, the things he used to carry for them weren’t the kind of shipments you want floating loose in the system. Now he’s back on their radar—and not because they miss him.”

      He flicked to another file, the light washing his face pale. “Word on the lower decks is that this trip isn’t just another haul. Zenith’s here for a private pickup. The client’s using the name Edmond Dantes—clean handle, zero history. No face, no voice, everything routed through Nova Scamp’s network. Zenith has a meeting with the guy in sub-reactor seventeen-B.”

      Juno frowned. “Nova doesn’t broker jobs for strangers.”

      “She doesn’t. Which is why this one’s off the grid in all the wrong ways. Nova’s buried her involvement six layers deep, scrubbed every trace from the public logs. The Authority’s sniffing around, but they don’t have a clean line on her yet. Far as they know, she’s running card tables and extortion rings like always.”

      “Then why are they paying me obscene credits to drop a smuggler?”

      Tarek leaned back, lighting a stim and exhaling slow. “Because Zenith used to move prototype tech for them—experimental AI, black-project hardware, the kind of stuff that doesn’t officially exist. My guess? Whatever this Dantes wants smuggled, the Authority wants their hands on it.”

      “So instead of cleaning their own mess, they outsource it.”

      “Exactly. They hire you to take out Zenith, they put a man on the ground to recover the package, and they keep the whole thing quiet. No troops, no paperwork, no fallout.”

      Juno’s jaw flexed. “So what’s the package?”

      Tarek spread his hands. “Nobody knows. Small enough to move through customs unnoticed, valuable enough that every dock rat’s trying to trace the payment trail. No declared origin, no destination logged. Just a narrow transfer window and a client who doesn’t exist outside of a name ripped from a pre-Federation novel.”

      Juno smirked faintly. “Edmond Dantes. The Count of Monte Cristo.”

      “A hero in exile,” Tarek nodded. “A man like that either has something worth hiding or a death wish.”

      “Maybe both.” Juno drummed his fingers on the bench, eyes flicking over the data before closing the file. “All right. The Authority wants their secret back. Nova’s helping haul it to someone calling himself a ghost. And I’m the idiot standing in the middle.”

      “Congratulations,” Tarek said dryly. “You just figured out why they’re paying you triple.”

      Juno rose and handed Tarek the pouch of credits.

      Tarek gave him that crooked grin. “Careful, Rogue. Files like this don’t close—they burn.”

      Juno paused at the door, the light cutting sharp across his face. “Then I’ll make sure I’m not the one holding the match.”
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